
The Chremcle HI fiery 

Now he weighes time cuen to the lateft graine 
Which you ftiall finde in your owne Ioffes, * 

If we ftay in France. 

Wcll 3 for vs you (hall rcturne our anfwer back* 
To our brother of England, 

Enter N imfBardolfe, PifioK.andBoy. Extt9mneu 

Afrw.Before God heeres hot feruice. 

Pift.T'is hot indeed, Dlovres go and come 
Gods vaffals drop and dye. 

AVw,Tis honor,and there’s the humor of it. 

Boy . Would I werein London, 

Ide giue all my honour for a pot of Ale. 

P ift. And I : if wi fries would preuaile, 

I would not ftay,but thither would I hie. 

Enter Flewellen y and beats them in. 

Flew . Gods p!ud,vp to the breaches 
You rafcals,will you not vp to the breaches f 
Nim . Abate thy rage fwccte knight. 

Abate thy rage. 

BoyfWtWfi would I were once from them • 

They would hauc me as familiar 

-With mens pockets,as their Gloues and their 

Handkerchers.they will fleale any thing. 

BardolfeQ . ole a Lutc-cafe,carried it three mile. 

And fold it for three halfepence. 

Wm ftole a fire-ftiouell, 

3 knew by that,they meant to carry coalcs-.* 

Well,ifthcy will not leaue me, 

1 meanc to leaue them. 

Exit N itttfBardolfe.Piff ellwand Hoy. 

Enter Gower. 

(yower. Captaine Flewellen,you muft come ftraic 
To the Mines, to the Duke of Clefler. 

flew. 
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of Henry the fift. 

Flew.L ooke you, tell the Duke it is not fo good 
To come to the Mines : the concuaueties is o therwife. 
You may difeuffe to the Dukc,the enemy is digd 
Himfelfe fiue yards vndcr the countermines : 

By lefhu I thinke heel bio w vp all, 

3f there he no better dire&ion. ' 

.Alarum. Enter the King and his Lords. 

JGtfg.How yet refolues the Gouernor of the Towne ? 
This is the lateft parley weel admit j 
Therefore to our beft mercy giue your felues. 

Or like to men proud of deftru<ftion,dehc vs to our wotft. 
For as I am a fouldier,a name that in my thoughts 
Becomes me beft,if we begin the battery once againe, 

I will not leaue the halfe atchieued Harflew, 

Till in her afries (he be buried, 

The gates of mercy are all (hut vp. 

What fay you, will you yeeld and this auoid, 

Or guilty in defence be thus dcitroid ? 

Enter Gouernor. 

Gouer.Om expe&ation hath this day an end •• 

The Do!phin,whom of fuccout we entreated, 

Retnmcs vs word, his powers are not yet ready 
loraife fo great a fiege: therefore dread King, 

We yeeld oub towne and liues to thy foft mercy : 
fint* our gates.difpofe of vs and ours. 

For we no longer are defenfiue now. 

Enter Katherine and tsilice. 

Kate. Alice venecia, vous aues cates en, 

Vou parte fort bon Angloys englatara, 

^•oman faepalia vou la main en francoy, 

^ 3 Alice. 
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